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Just one life, how I’ll always love you. But I was unable to resolve it. I would no more solve the tension of my life than understand what you have done. Were it not that I pretend to understand hate. What do we talk about when we talk about hate? About hate and about how we save hate for the one we love the most but know we can’t be with for a reason we can’t name. Life, finitude, even knowing these for a moment makes no difference. Because we can’t read, because we can only ever unread them in particular. How I miss you nonetheless, impossibly, and how I always will. The impossibility of not still loving a human being like that, someone unknown in us, Dakini of inscription, in the mind of someone living. Hate is the only way to be rid of them. Or to cause them to hate us, for their love of us is unbearable. But this is something we only ever begin to misread.
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